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A n ib u la n c c  D riv e r
T he phone leaps to  un b ead  
T he rosary  o f  sleep 
B efore you p ick  it up 
O n the o th e r sid e o f  
D ream in g . W e sin k  d eep er 
Into cool valley s 
O f  pillo w s, sn u ffin g  o u t 
T he cru n ch  o f  dry gears 
A nd c o n v u lsin g  light 
T h at g iv es no ticc  o f  
Y our n ig h t erran t to  streets 
O f  hu rtin g  and dying,
O f  un sleep in g  h ouses 
W h ere P ain  m akes faces 
L ike a spo ilt child .
Y o u ’re D eliv ery  M an, 
S h u ttlin g  llesh from  house 
T o hospital to  house,
B ut tak in g  no m a n ’s w ag e, 
T hough rouged C apital 
T ries c h attin g  you up 
A t every  traffic  light.
N o , n ev er com m odity',
Y our c o m p assio n  runs 
Like a scam  no m in er 
D are harv est no r p riest 
B aptise as R eligion.
A nd w hen prodigal you 
R eturn to  cool valleys 
N ow  o v erru n  by trolls 
A nd o g res, like  us they 
T oo su ffer an alch em y , 
T u rn in g  into songbirds 
O n boughs o f  g ro an in g  fruit, 
A nd all the  terrors b u m  
L ike m u sic  in o u r ears,
A s m angoes in o u r grip.
